CHAPTER 293 


May 30, 2014 


“There it is now. | can see Inaba just ahead.” 


For just a brief moment, there was a brief moment of hope that sparked throughout 
the car as Chie spread the news that she could make out the familiar scenery of 
their hometown in the distance, the aura of the sickly green fog rising into the air. It 
was late and the night had descended upon them as they slowly pulled upon the 
town in the car. It was funny, no one remembered it taking this long to get from 
Inaba to their school. But then, they had all taken the subway and didn’t have to 
deal with gas or traffic in the middle of a terrorist attack. No one really questioned it 
though; they were just happy they were almost scott-free, that they could get to the 
heart of the matter and put a stop to this. And of course, they all wanted to make 
sure that all their friends were alright, so they were of course very excited to get in 
and out as quick as possible. Justin smiled a little scratching at his nose with the tip 
of his thumb. This was actually going a lot easier than he had thought it was going 
to go. Maybe being a fugitive wasn’t so bad after all. | mean, besides from the 
whole cramming into one car thing. Maya had just about enough of Junpei sitting on 
her lap, so they did a switcheroo at a second gas stop, and there was always the 
constant moaning of Yosuke and the back about how he didn’t care for being in the 
trunk. Yukiko was always kind of peeved by the constant bickering between Maya 
and Junpei, and Yu was just too worried about his family to care. So yeah, back of 
the car was kind of a mess. 


“So how are we planning to get in?” Yosuke piped up from the back of the car. A 
fairly good question; Justin sure hadn’t figured out how they were gonna drive into a 
crime scene with the police surrounding the perimeter; but then perhaps it would be 
better to see what kind of security they were going to be dealing with here before 
they made any decisions. For all they knew, they might just have to go trekking 
through the river for a little bit. 


“Not su... Oh crap.” Justin had gone to answer Yosuke’s question as best he could 
without the information he would need to make a plan on the matter when he had 
noticed something not particularly good up ahead. You see, they were approaching 
Inaba, but they weren’t necessarily IN Inaba yet. The roads still branched off to 
other towns and other cities, and as such a tad-bit of a checkpoint had been formed 
up ahead with the police to redirect everyone as well as check for any signs of the 
Shadow Operatives. “Shit!” Justin nearly honked his horn by accident as he flinched 
at the sight of the cops up ahead. Chie bit her bottom lip for a moment as she tried 
to analyze the situation. There was no way around it except to go off-road, which 
this car was not built for and would definitely not be able to endure. Only option was 
to go through the checkpoint it would seem. 


“Stop at the checkpoint; if we stay calm we should be alright.” Justin shivered a bit 
to think Chie was probably right about such a risky move. He wasn’t sure he was 
entirely comfortable parking the car full of fugitives in front of the police, especially 
in an overfull car. Yosuke was smart enough to hide himself, strategically using a 
Spare jacket Justin had stored back there to cover his body, 


“What’s our story?” 


“We’re gonna keep going and turn off up ahead to meet up with some family that 
were caught in the area.” Justin nodded a bit with confirmation as his car came to a 
slow stop on front of the checkpoint. His nerves were on fire as the car sat there, 
everyone inside waiting for the eventualy tapping on his window to ask what was 
going on. It came eventually, but not without several seconds of killer silence 
seeping into their hearts and tormenting them as they tried to ignore the all to 
present threat of the law enforcement. Justin rolled down his window trying to hold 
his breath as he turned to face the cop who had requested his attention. 


“Hello Officer, what can | do for you?” 


“Inaba is off-limits in regards to the recent terrorist attack. May | ask where you’re 
heading?” He questioned, eyes thankfully still focused on Justin and not the 
passengers in the back. Justin cleared his throat a little bit. He was ashamed to 
admit it took him a minute to realize what the city just beyond Inaba was, 
considering he had been dragged their so often. 


“Okina City. A lot of our family got caught up in this area, so we’re all trying to meet 
up to make sure everything’s still okay.” Justin spoke with the slightest hint of 
sorrow. It wasn’t a complete lie, in Yu’s case he did want to know what had 
happened with Dojima and Nanako, and in everyone else’s case, save maybe 
Yukiko, they wanted to find out what had happened with Rise, Kanji, and Naoto, who 
were like family to them. Still, the crocodile tears were being played up a little just 
for the sake of putting a stop to any questions before they arised. The officer 
nodded a bit before leaning forward to check the backseats so that he could see 
just who we referred to. Too many people is who. 


“Are you aware that’s a safety hazard?” The officer pointed out. It was also 
technically illegal, but the cop was sure Justin was aware of that. 


“In times like these, you gotta do what you can to get by.” Justin sidestepped the 
question ever so slightly. | mean, given the recent terrorist attacks, could any single 
person blame someone for carrying too many people in their car. The officer 
squinted with suspicion for a brief second before easing up. He couldn’t say he 
disagreed, but he still found it suspicious that the car was this full of people going 
TOWARDS Inaba, not away from it. 


“| suppose so. I'll let it slide this time, but you should be more careful. Now, can | 
see your license and registration?” And then Justin’s skin went deathly pale. His 
identification? You mean the one thing that could be used to tie him to the Shadow 
Operatives? Oh yes, this was going to be a problem. Justin passed Chie a subtle 
glance, asking for some kind of guidance. He wasn’t sure how to react. Alas, she 
didn’t know either. 


“Uh... sure, one sec.” Justin eventually sighed, shuffling through his pocket to grab a 
hold of his wallet, flipping it open to showcase his identification. The officer gave 
Justin this sort of ‘you know what | meant’ look before sticking his finger into pull 
the actually driver’s license out. He needed to run it through the system after all, 
not just lay his eyes on it to see if he had one. Justin sat there in silence for a 
moment with fearful anticipation before he felt a tap on his shoulder. 


“Quick, while he’s not looking. Book it.” 


“What? No. The ID might not turn up anything, we’d just get in more trouble if | 
left.” Justin whispered back at Maya with irritation. Oh sure, it seemed smart to take 
their opening and go, but all they’d be doing is screwing themselves over that way. 


“Why do you think he’s asking for your license at a security checkpoint, you 
dumbass.” 


“You're overthinkin-“ 


“Step out of the vehicle.” Justin’s muscles stiffened up a bit as he slowly turned his 
eyes back towards the window. Oh yeah, the cop was there alright, and it seemed 
he had already ran the name through the system and came up with something, 
since he was pointing his gun at the teenager. Justin couldn’t believe this bullshit. 
Did he REALLY strike people as the kind of guy that would engage in chemical 
terrorism? He stared at the barrel for a moment, completely frozen. He obviously 
couldn’t just get out of the car and go to jail, could he? No, that would end their 
investigation right here and now. So instead Justin did something incredibly stupid. 
He stared at the gun for a moment more, and without any hesitation pressed his 
foot all the way down on the gas to speed off, even with the weapon aimed right at 
his face. It caught the cop off guard enough that he managed to get a good head- 
start on speed... but alas, he also caught him off guard enough that he accidentally 
squeezed the trigger on his weapon. The sound of shattering glass echoed through 
the car as the bullet ricoched through the back window... And straight into Maya’s 
arm. 


“FUCK!” Yosuke immediately jumped up from his hiding spot as soon as he heard 
her go down, holding her arm in pain, mouth wide open as she tried to scream. 


“God-Fuc-GAAAAAH.” Her lips moved as she tried to stop herself from keeling over 
in pain, tears flowing down her cheeks already, in almost as heavy dosages as the 


blood that trickled down her arm. Only she could go through life constantly getting 
shot. The bright side was it hurt less than getting shot in the gut, and was probably 
a lot less dangerous; the bad news was they couldn’t go to a doctor... and plus she 
DID just get shot so it hurt like a bitch. Justin panicked a bit, keeping his foot on the 
gas, before turning around to try and see what the damages were to his sister. 
Thank god Chie was watching the road and leaned over to take the wheel. 
Unfortunately, she had failed her driver’s test on several occasions and wasn’t 
exactly the first choice everyone had to take the wheel. | guess they cared more 
about this though. 


“Jesus Christ! Who trains these fucking cops!” Justin shouted with displeasure. 
Weren’t they supposed to try and shoot the tires, not the windows? He swore the 
cop was aiming to kill. Amazing what being labeled a terrorist does to your rights. 
She squirmed a lot in an attempt to distract herself from the pain, but she wasn’t 
having much luck. Junpei was just completely struck off guard. It wasn’t the first 
time a lovely lady had been shot in front of him, but it was probably the first time 
said lady was shot ON him. The amount of blood that splattered on to him was 
sickening. So it was hard to tell if he was more concerned about her or himself; 
Justin could kind of understand that conflict of interest. After all, being soaked in 
blood could make anyone want to vomit. 


“Wh-What do we do?” 


“I can... Probably pull it out. It doesn’t look too deep.” Yukiko spoke up. Granted, 
there was still the threat of infection that had been mentioned last time this 
happened, but they didn’t exactly have the option of seeing a doctor now, so they’d 
have to work with it. 


“Do it.” Justin ordered her before turning back around to focus on the road and NOT 
focus on the bloody mess this would make. Maya apparantely didn’t approve too 
much either, but Yu was quick to restrain her, and she wasn’t in exactly good 
physical condition to fight them off. Instead she just closed her eyes as Yukiko 
carefully moved her fingers in for the movement. 


“This... might sting a bit.” She pointed out, hoping it would calm Maya down. It 
didn’t. If anything it freaked her out more. Yukiko bit her bottom lip before quickly 
sticking her fingers into the open gap, trying to open it a bit with her fingers so she 
could get a hold of the bullet. Expanding the rip in Maya’s muscle only shot intense 
pain throughout her entire body, which almost caused her to twitch in pain and 
cause Yukiko to rip the muscle even more. Thank god Yosuke leaned over the 
backseats to give Yu a hand with restraining her. Yukiko was quick though, thank 
fully enough, and within maybe fifteen seconds, she was able to slowly rip that 
thing out; which only caused blood to pour out faster. “Now we just need to 
bandage that up.” 


“Here, use this.” Yosuke threw Justin’s jacket over the backseat to her so she could 
make some makeshift bandaging. It wasn’t a lot, but at least she could cover the 
wound up and apply pressure. Justin would have appreciated Yosuke asking before 
letting someone bloody up his jacket, but alas, he really didn’t care if it was going to 
help Maya. Yukiko immediately went back to working her magic, quickly wrapping 
up the wound and pushing her hand against it to apply pressure. 


“The bleeding’s gonna take a while to stop, we’re gonna have to keep pressure on it 
for a while, but otherwise you should be fine.” 


“Oh thank god...” Yosuke sighed with relief before sinking back in the trunk. He 
almost had a heart attack. He wasn’t sure what he’d do if something happened to 
Maya. He could still remember the last time this happened, those pleading eyes of 
hers begging him not to bring her to the hospital, to leave her to die, and how yet 
despite saving her life, he had disappointed her. It killed him. Yes, he was thrilled to 
see it all worked out fine here, or as fine as it could get when someone had a bullet 
in their arm a moment earlier. 


“It’s only gonna get worse isn’t it...” Chie spoke up, leaning over her shoulder to 
watch with dread. 


“No, the wound should heal up before-“ 
“No, | don’t mean that. That cop was aiming to kill... We’re not safe.” 


“God have mercy.” 


